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Girls a bit hungry and full of competitive spirit 

THE INCENTIVE 







Ptv 



• » 





tloe* tit in tree 
look familiar ? 

Scattered throughout this country are numerous 
historic trees, most of them oaks, under whose 
leafy boughs momentous events have occurred, 
important documents have been signed, famous 
outlaws have dangled, and b ars have been kilt. 
In the above picture, however, we have a his- 
toric birch tree — a tree whose prominent role 
in glamor photography has made it the envy of 
forests. Because it stands beside a gurgling 
brook in a secluded spot conveniently close to 
Hollywood, it has been leaned against by more 
nude models than probably any other tree in the 
world. Lore has it that the tree got its first 
big break when discovered by a talent scout for 
an advertising firm in 1947 who added the tra- 
ditional carved initials and cast it as back- 
ground in numerous cigarette ads. Since then, 
on the pages of men’s magazines, its rustic 
features have been immortalized hundreds of 
times in the presence of pretty girls sans 
clothes. No other tree can make that statement. 
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The irrational and sometimes fatal compulsion to toy with death 


By Alan Jay Slang 
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RUNNING WITH THE BULLS 
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A story by Earle Schell 



"You know,” Jack Warren said, “this may be our last weekend up here. The snows will 
be starting any day now and we won’t be able to use the road from the highway to the 
cabin. We’ll have to find some other place to meet." «J Margaret Church stretched 
langorously, luxuriating in the softness of the deep pile rug beneath her, in the warmth 
radiating from the open fireplace, and in the voluptuous lassitude that follows the 
spending of oneself in the heedless headlong violence of physical passion. The leap- 
ing flames made a fantastic harlequinade of light and shadow over her nude body, now 
highlighting the turn of a shoulder or the broad sweeping curve of hip and thigh; now 
throwing into bold relief the exquisite profile, the perfert modeling of a superb breast; 
or again, threading through the deep rich red of her hair a vagrant glint of pure gold. 
‘I Propped on one elbow, Jack Warren studied with a connoisseur’s appreciative eye 
the shadowed hollows and bold sensuous masses of her magnificent body. He, too, 
was naked. Behind the pair, pools of darkness lay on the white rug— the circular blots 
made by the clothing they had discarded in their passionate approach to the oasis of 
warmth and light and love provided by the blazing fire Jack had built on their first 
entering the cabin. «I Margaret sighed. "I suppose I could actually go to Philadelphia. 
You could join me there." «! “Too risky,” Jack objected. “Too many people there 
who know us both. What do you suppose would happen if Gordon should catch us?” 
“I'd have to go back to taking dictation and running footraces with the boss- 
making sure, of course, that I ran slow enough to let him catch me once in a while. I'm 
not very good at dictation.” She laughed at the picture her words evoked. “And you, 
my friend, would be without your one big account and scratching like hell to keep from 
going bankrupt." *1 Jack made a wry grimace. “It seems that you and I are the last 



The play house is an abandoned mining shack not far from 
Las Vegas in the rocky, low hills of Nevada. The girl, also a 
remarkable discovery, is Sanny Robinson. Sanny, born twenty-three years ago in Menlo Park, Calif., was 
raised on the Menlo College campus ( father was a professor of American history). The environment 
had an effect on Sanny : she graduated second highest in her high school class, attended the universities 



of Chicago and Illinois, where she majored in architecture. (Her architecture is 85-22-85.) After gradu- 
ation she took a whack at several jobs — biller for a railroad, secretary at Lockheed Aircraft's missile 
division — and arrived in Las Vegas two years ago. She’s now a pool-side waitress at the Flamingo, says 
she wouldn't trade the job or town for anything. She's the outdoor type, and it was on a rock-hunting 
trip that she found the abandoned mining shack. And, it was her idea to use it for this modeling session. 











THE WEBS THEY WEAVE 




'"Actually. I like her for her mind. She never knotvs what’s going on." 
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so she’s back again in all her natural and 
unconfined glory, which, in answer to 
innumerable queries, is 46-24-3G! 



“That’s the kind of women I’m going to marry!” 
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NIGHT SHIFT 



CAROL WHITE IS 


A BRUNETTE, 21 
YEARS OLD, BROWN 
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“yes. that’s about the effect I had in mind.” 


“My fellow traveler to Chicago: a blonde in a blue Caddy” 


it with her. Perhaps it 
marriage. Perhaps the in- 
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grandly wrote Nehia a check 







Elli speaks fluent English, wants to visit 
America. Her company has an outlet in 
N ew York, so she’s keeping her fingers crossed. 











Down to the lake in ships go the members of the Southern Yacht Club, 

their faces. Even beginners are an important group at Southern, contrib- 
uting vigor and vitality while they are learning sailing fundamentals. 
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i comeback By Carlton Brown 


York's West loth Street ' is the oldest, 


gold, il cost Barry $100. Reproductions of 
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“They will if you tarry 'one," Norman 















Miss Sally Ann Scott, of tile dark hair and green eyes, is an 
English girl from Stockport, Chesire, who is not only beauti- 
ful in the finest of British tradition, but also talented- Since 
leaving college, she's done everything from display decorating 
to newspaper reporting, and presently she’s in London work- 

pearance in a West End revue. In her spare time — when 
she has any — Sally Ann enjoys horseback riding, tennis, 
writing, and listening to her hi-fi rig. Busy girl, eh what? 
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'indecent, immoral chilton shears with Paris clocks.” A 
hook. Reputable seller in New York those days was a 

a air. Victoria is The stocking is probably the most 
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teir own idiosyncrasie 




In Italy, where Nina Morini 


indeed. When she woke 


up this particular morning, the sun was 
busy warming the earth and waiting for 
her. She washed up quickly as this was 
much too fine a day to waste in bed. 
Already the house felt confining. 








What to wear? Nina’s tastes in clothes 
are simple, although she herself is so- 
phisticated and has seen much of the 
world, including America. She thinks 
Washington is our nicest city because of 
its monumental beauty— and we think about 
the same of Nina. In case you ever 
meet her, she speaks English. 


After straightening out the house, E 
Nina took her bike to her secret I 
lake in the wood for a swim unob- B 
served— she thought. But our B 
crafty lensman was clever enough E 
to be lurking nearby and he got B 
these pictures. Nina’s statistics, B 
by the bye, are 35-U-Si - 1 





Romance In Her Blood 

About five and twenty years ago, a blond, giant Norwegian skipper 
sailed his yacht into the sun-drenched port of Cadiz, Spain, on a pleasure 
cruise. The cruise was pleasant— and romantic. He flipped for a 

Spanish gypsy girl. He wooed her in the moonlight and married her 
in Malaga. Three years later they were visiting relatives in Wisconsin, 
U.S.A., when their blue-eyed daughter was born. Look at 

the issue of that romantic bliss: Bonnie Logan (nee Norquist). 



She’s cool as a Norse, 


i as a gypsy, yet American as blueberry pi 











MAKE 1964 A YEAR TO REMEM- 
BER WITH TWELVE QUEEN- 
SIZED BEAUTIES (11" x 16") 
CHOSEN BY THE EDITORS OF 
ESCAPADE MAGAZINE. IN LIV- 
ING COLOR, THERE’S ONE FOR 
EVERY MONTH. IF YOU CANT 
GET THROUGH THE CROWD AT 
YOUR CORNER NEWSSTAND, 
FILL IN THE HANDY COUPON 
AND RUSH YOUR ORDER NOW. 
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